


Ghe Sweet vrier. 


#You love your trees and flowers, 
And will you hate 

The little four leaved rose 
That I love best 

That freshest. will awake 
And sweetest go to rest,’ 
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: Famed Kelantine, around whose 
Jeafy bower, 
The sweetest fragrance lingers, 
when the shower 


Distils fresh odors from its spicy 
leaves— 


Breaking through gossamer the 
spider weaves; ; 


Contending winds, quick scatter 
o’er the ground 


Its petals, shedding sweet per- 
fume around. 


At somber evening, when the dewy 


flowers, 
Exhale delicious odors, twilighs 
hours *, 
Conceal not half its charms, for the 
rude gale . 
Or mapeet Zephyr that may fan 
the vale, 


Wufts wide its fragrance fills the 
balmy air, 
With Nature’s gift, inviting al] 
to share, i 


Search other lands, where gorgeous 
flowers diffuse 
Their choicest sweets, and glow 
with briliant hues, 
Where blooming fields their, va- 
ried charms disclose, 
Enchanting still—where springs 
the Brier—Rose; 
That freshest opens to the morn- 
ing beam, 
That sweetest rests, when stars 


through azure gleam. 
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